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GLIMPSING THE AIR 
Here, near the Potomac, 
I have been hunting fiddler crabs 
In the warm surf 
With the dim beam of a flashlight, 
And remembering the winter 
I sat on a dock upstream 
Watching herons pick their way 
Carefully across the frozen river 
And how I spent 
An entire February morning 
Walking along the shoreline, 
Trying to find the right size stone, 
A rock big enough to crack the ice— 
To make a hole— 
And that would send trapped air 
Sliding underneath a wall of glass 
For a way out, 
Unlike the ice fishermen 
Who search for a way in, 
Gouging out huge chunks of the river 
With their chainsaws 
As they wonder 
How the fish manage to breathe 
Under the weight of the ice, 
And why they don't freeze 
Like a sixty-year old man 
Once did, 
After driving his truck 
Out onto the ice 
Without thinking, 
Sucked down by the cold 
And unable to leave 
The way the air does: 
Through an opening just large enough 
To allow it to bubble up to the surface 
In one long, slow, wet gasp 
Rising like the smoke 
From the fires they build 
Inside their tents 
To keep themselves warm. 
And I realized 
That this is the only time 
You can see the air, 
When it's trapped someplace 
It doesn't belong, 
Drowning and unable to breathe, 
Where it never should have been. 
— Boyd White 
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HONORABLE MENTION 
LONGING'S FIRST INNINGS 
You are watching a softball 
game with a pretty girl. 
You do not know the score 
or what inning it is, 
but it feels close 
early on. 
Unexplainably, the home team has two runs 
taken from its score. 
You want to tie her shoe, to put your hand 
on her ankle. 
You want to tell her how it feels 
to do a math problem. 
Suddenly, for no reason, 
the second inning is repeated, 
play by play, 
but with less emotion. 
You want to say something like, 
"I like you better than anyone." 
Six or seven players switch teams. 
No one knows who to root for. 
The batters start taking all the pitches. 
The umpires have left the park. This 
is the only way you know the game is over. 
You never learn the score. 
—Lance Rose 
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—Len Ledford 
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ACCIDENT OF LOCATION 
My brother and I used to ride our bikes 
Down a little dirt road past a block 
Green house where once a man was found 
Dead, his head cut off and placed 
On the night stand. Or maybe that part 
Was invented by my brother's friend's 
Grandma, who told him about it, and he, 
The friend, then told my brother, all 
Within an hour of the discovery of the body. 
Afterwards, as we rode with our friends 
Down the road, we proudly pointed out 
The house where it had happened, scaring 
Ourselves by retelling the story, 
Trying to see into the windows, 
And enjoying the celebrity we had 
Gained by accident of location. One story 
Said that there was message chalked on 
The sidewalk, "I was here, you weren't. 
Now I'm gone." An ex-lover, perhaps trying 
To win back his girlfriend, only to confront 
Her current lover. Or maybe the estranged 
Boyfriend had wanted to kill the woman, 
But had settled for the man instead. Sometimes 
We rode close to the house, trying to see any 
Writing on the sidewalk, but never did. 
After some time, people moved into the house. 
We looked at their car in the driveway, 
A station wagon, with resentment, mistrust, 
And jealousy. We thought of them in the house, 
Seeing things that we had only imagined. 
We wondered if there were blood stains, 
Or hatchet marks on the night stand. We used to 
Imagine what it would be like to have been 
The one to have found the dead man. 
Maybe it was what our neighbor, the divorcee, 
Felt before she shot herself in the chest, 
Knowing that her ex-husband would be bringing 
Back their two kids later that day. Or maybe it 
Was what our other neighbor, the unwed mother, had 
Felt when she went to pick up her month-old 
Baby and found him cold, unresponsive, knowing 
That his father would leave her now, too, 
Or what my brother had felt when a car 
Crashed through our house while he was there 
Alone. He had helped put out the fire that 
Started in the engine of the car, and I have 
Wondered if he looked at the dead passenger 
With curiosity, or fear, or if he looked at her at all. 
— Angie Argabrite 
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Oh, that I had wings like a dove! 
I would fly away and be at rest. 
Psalm 55:6 
FOR BOB (1945-1985) 
We went because we had to 
It was his wish 
On that Sunday morning 
A day so clear the swaying Carolina pines 
seemed frozen, etched against the blue sky 
Dad put a cup of daffodils on the dash 
while my brother gently placed the canister 
of ashes into a secure nook 
We left at 8:00 a.m. for the two hour drive 
It was his wish 
to go back to that spot on the Catawba 
where a boy with his second teeth 
too big for his mouth 
could hide and smile 
He used to take the fishing boat with the weak Johnson 
and head for the cove around the corner from our place 
where it was quiet and he knew the bass and crappie 
were hiding too 
Suddenly we were on the road to the river place, the 
one Dad cut through the woods with the Westinghouse truck 
when the pines were small and tender 
The pines were tall now, but the road was the same 
I broke the quiet and said, "I feel like we 
are bringing Bob home, Mom," and she replied 
"No Martha, he's bringing us." 
Like pilgrims we walked down the hill to the dock 
My father prayed, my sister and I read from 
Matthew and the Psalms, and my brother 
tenderly opened the tin canister and 
sprinkled his brother's ashes on the water 
Mother tossed the daffodils on the current and 
they moved slowly away, their waterbed lit by the- sun 
—Martha W. Sternbergh 
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THE FALLEN WOMAN 
for: heidi 
Is it enough to tell you 
that someone at this very moment 
is slipping through pavement 
and into the earth, underneath 
noisy traffic-lined streets 
leading to bakeries and synagogues 
filled with people who live forever 
without noticing tiny shafts of light 
rising up out of the ground 
and now unable to hear her laughter 
as she begins to drift slowly 
for miles and miles in the soft darkness 
as twisted roots and vines whorl around her 
in a rapture she can scarcely share, 
feeling her smallness, noticing 
how the earth divides into bits 
and keeps on dividing, branching out 
in shoots, finally held up by nothing. 
And she finds it all beautiful beyond hope 
this place of no stars 
as she floats into huge rooms of polished 
stone, her sweet body uncurling like 
a fern, knowing that nothing but love 
had ever carried her this far away before. 
— Bobbie Henry Steffner 
In my attic today, I found 
the skeleton of that sparrow, 
a pile of bones in a pickle jar 
behind a shelf of dusty books. As I watched 
by breath fog on the glass, I remembered 
after snorkeling one day, you said that death 
must be like swimming underwater, 
unable to see everything around you 
unable to touch anyone to bring yourself back 
from what you feared. What I feared too, 
those days before you died 
in a time too slow and too fast. 
— Liz Albert 
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NAMING WHAT WE FEAR 
It wasn't a chickadee. 
We only liked the way the name 
clicked secretly off our tongues. 
The bird we knocked from the telephone wire 
was a simple sparrow. We touched 
the wounds our rocks made. 
The sparrow had fallen so lightly 
it seemed to fly. 
Years later, when you fell, 
you whispered to me to forget how you looked 
lying still in the hospital bed, 
your head shaved, your skull drilled. 
I watched T.V. while you slept; 
I still remember the trained voice 
of a science show narrator 
describing the way a hawk moth 
will lick for honey 
a flower that is pressed under glass. 
— Mary Lynch 
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A QUICK INTROSPECTION 
Though she tells no one, 
She is ashamed 
Of the time that 
Her knees and ankles 
Swelled and took 
Weeks to recover 
From playing five 
Good games of softball, 
Winning the Intramurals 
And a t-shirt that she 
Never picked up, thinking 
That her pain proves 
How inadequate she has 
Let herself become. 
Since her legs 
Have recovered their 
Natural curve, she 
Has pushed herself 
Always to walk briskly, 
Up stairs, hills, down 
A street, everywhere 
She is going 
She arrives with sweat 
A sour-sweet aura 
From nowhere, like the 
Gnats that appear when 
Bananas have turned 
Too brown and sweet. 
She walks up hills 
Quickly passing those 
Who seem at leisure 
In comparison and 
Unaware of the 
Competition they have 
Entered by moving 
Near her, like the cars 
In the right-hand lane 
That she passes even though 
She has no appointments. 
When walking with someone 
She tells them why 
She walks like this, 
That it is good 
For her heart 
And lungs, and alone 
She is telling herself why 
And not believing. 
— Angie Argabrite  
HIDDEN IN THE SOIL 
These stones we used to gather, 
Mica, shale, pink quartz, 
Amethyst, gray granite, 
Pieces of sedimentary rock 
Pressed and pounded by the rain. 
I sprinkle them out of a jar onto my bed 
And stare at the collection, 
One nameless white stone flaunting 
A streak of emerald green. 
Father, the morning you 
Tried to take your life, 
I didn't understand 
It wasn't the pills you swallowed 
That were important, 
But the few you 
Deliberately left in the bottle. 
We salvaged most of these hard lumps 
From creekbeds, 
From water rushing 
Over textures and colors 
It could not stop to notice. 
Others emerged from mountain sides, 
Half buried in soft clay, 
Their plain sides protruding, 
The beauty often hidden in the soil. 
I finger this odd jagged rock. 
I thought its trickle of color 
Was emerald green. 
But maybe it's jade, or even mint. 
What does it matter? 
They're all shades 
Of the same color. 
I'm dialing your number 
To ask you its name. 
— Nancy Bearden 
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— Michael Howard 
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PRIZE WINNER 
A LETTER TO BRAZIL 
You scared me, scared us all. 
I never knew you as well as you 
throught I did. I didn't see why 
you roamed the woods after dark 
with your gun, firing into the pond 
behind the barn every night 
the moon was dim. Danny was just a baby 
then and you were someone else. When the war 
took you away, Danny would come 
to our room at night and crawl in bed, waiting 
for the sound of the gun. It was the only way 
he knew you weren't here. And when you 
came back, you still weren't here, 
but somehow you were less strange. 
I got your letter yesterday. I never knew you 
to write so much, even from 'Nam, 
from the delta, I think you said. 
You should have seen me 
imagining what you might be 
doing or thinking. Your letter 
about the dead, the bodies sunk 
in swamp water, reminded me 
of our pond and I wondered if you shot 
the corpses like your fish, 
or if you found them in daylight. 
It must have been the death and water 
that made you run to the Amazon, 
the only place you could hold all your fear 
and desire together. You took Danny 
with you, shoving your rafts 
up and down the Amazon, carrying sugar, 
wild birds in cages, and the small pouch 
of cuzeiros you kept tied by your pistol 
and once killed a black man for. 
Do you remember when Danny 
decided to become a magician? 
The mystery is in the hands, 
he said, very gravely for a twelve- 
year-old, and twisted his fingers 
and wrists so quickly that it seemed 
the cuffs were us, trying to follow 
his hands and failing. 
Four years before he fell 
into the river, Danny wrote me 
about the boat you lost to the water, 
about the faces lining the banks 
14  
like birds on telephone wires here 
keeping one county tied to another. 
And the time you carried livestock, and a horse 
slipped on the wet planks, crashed 
through the rail and went under, never 
coming up except in pieces, the water 
churning with hundreds of fist-sized 
bodies. He told me something you didn't— 
that when you took the black man's gold, 
you put him on a raft anchored 
in the middle of the river, where 
the piranhas schooled, gave him 
a fishing line and a knife, wished him 
luck and waited. After four days 
he cut off a finger to use as bait 
but every time he pulled a fish 
up, it came to him as bones. 
You have to understand. I don't 
blame you for taking every 
madness in your life and living it. 
But you took Danny, even Danny, 
always keeping things hidden. 
Once I told him that he was like Houdini 
and he looked at me the way 
I imagined you looked at 
the black man, or his wife, and he said, 
Houdini never escaped anything. 
When I cleaned out his room, 
packing his clothes for Goodwill, 
I found teeth sewn into the cuffs 
of his jacket; rabbit, horse, dog, 
cow, human, bits of bone gnawing 
at his wrists, the few things 
he could never leave behind. The teeth 
gleamed in my hand and I imagined 
the eyes of the natives when he fell, 
the waves going out like a bullseye. 
I can't blame him or you for any 
of this. I will go on wondering 
if the natives are as dark 
as the long fingers of the black man, 
or the smooth ribs of your lover, 
or the freshly turned earth 
in my garden. At this moment 
I think you are the only sane one 
but tomorrow I will read this letter 
before sealing it and you will be mad again. 
— Sandra Moore 
ALMOST THERE 
I think the constellation Cygnus 
is trying to hold back 
the millions of stars that I can't see. 
But I know they are there 
because through my camera lens 
at each exposure increase 
they keep piling up. 
On my way out 
to catch the ancient comet 
I streaked my hands 
across the condensation 
on the glass door 
making finger windows 
to the night 
where something seems missing 
as if it has been stolen 
or left inside. 
You once told me 
that it takes twenty minutes 
for eyes to adjust to the dark, 
so when my alarm bleeped to come out here, 
I didn't turn on any lights, simply 
tied my shoes in the dark and 
read some notes in my journal 
by the red dot on the freezer. 
It's cold out here and I am alone 
except for a street light in the front, 
like the comet's light, 
making a gray shade on the porch 
where my tripod is positioned 
and reaching for Orion's knee 
that just made it 
over the top of my house 
where the Pleiades had been 
a few hours ago, but couldn't stay, 
always following a path around Polaris 
who directs all stars in a chase 
after each other, so that they, 
like separated lovers, 
are never quite satisfied. 
—Laura Gunnells  
AWAKENING 
Works of art are indeed always products 
of having been in danger. 
—Rainer Maria Rilke 
You are driving with your friends 
but they leave you 
wondering why they all 
wear red shoes and black 
horn-rimmed glasses, 
at a small concert hall 
where the patrons have 
what you painfully 
wish for: thick red glasses. 
The concert hall is now 
an art gallery, 
so you relax, mingle, 
make toasts to fat men, 
eat with your fingers, 
kiss famous women on the cheek. 
A thin man with a blonde beard 
extends his hand, frowning 
so you slap him and smile, 
he smiles also and catches your arm, 
twists it hard behind you, 
seizes a clump of hair 
from the back of your head. 
He is thrusting your forehead 
hard against the wall. 
When you think the sound 
is like a crude knife 
hacking into a fresh melon 
again and again. 
you expect to see 
flowing patterns on the wall, 
a cruel artist's thickening strokes 
haphazardly hitting the canvas 
as the wall seems to soften. 
— Michael Langley 
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TO FREDERIC BARTHOLDI: 
Sculptor of the Statue of Liberty 
In France, 1874, a young girl 
with a torch, or maybe 
a small stub of wax candle 
dripping on her pale hands, wandered 
innocently into a revolution. 
About to sing a clear carol 
to the evening sky, she was stopped 
by gunfire, fell and died. 
You watched from a nearby building. 
Your eyes tired from sketching 
and burning from granite dust, 
chiseled from some feminine form 
you spent lonely evenings entertaining. 
Was the scene your own shop light 
shining on the wet, glassy streets 
of France? Was it loneliness 
that sent you searching for a woman 
to pose, to be that brave girl 
you wouldn't allow to fall, this time. 
Supporting her with a steel skeleton 
as graceful as the Eiffel Tower? 
How many women did you consider 
before Jeanne-Emilie, who stood long hours 
in a loose robe trying to please you? 
Her smile too seductive to be a martyr 
so that the face you formed was actually 
your Mother's: her strong cheek bones 
more appropriate, you thought. 
Did she ever suspect 
you denied the world her sad, sensitive 
eyes, for the strength you found 
in your Mother's? 
Years ago I visited New York Harbor, 
Bedloe's Island. Climbed with hundreds 
of other people up spiralled steps 
inside her copper skin like parasites, 
living off someone else's dream 
of freedom, not willing to chisel 
our own faces in the American sky. 
Leaving I must have snapped two rolls of film 
from the boat: Her image thick and green 
growing smaller in every frame. 
Today the bank is selling statues, hollow 
milk chocolate in red, white and blue boxes. 
Each citizen can keep the torch lit, with candy 
melting in our mouths like easy words: our 
gifts to other countries. 
Workmen cling to the flanks of Miss Liberty, 
still single, homesick for France. 
—Laurie Perry 
BEFORE THE LIGHTNING COMES 
Lightning steals the August sky. 
Only fine details remain, 
The raised veins of sycamore leaves 
Rustling in the storm, 
Your eyelashes sweeping closed lids. 
You hold me tight, 
As if for the last time, 
But I know you're remembering 
That night we feared letting go 
Of these feelings we now must carry 
With us like our skin. 
No one sees us, 
Only the lightning that transforms 
The horizon for one quick second 
Before returning it to its darkness. 
We're not afraid 
Of the flashes in the 
Tops of these quivering trees 
Or of the naked branches 
Just reaching for the power of that light. 
Our fear is not of dying 
But of being left behind. 
— Nancy Bearden 
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PRIZE WINNER 
JEPTHA WINSLOW 
WILLIAMSON AND THE 
BLUE MASON JAR 
Jeptha Winslow Williamson. 
Everybody for miles around knew him 
simply as Uncle Wince. He was my 
Granddaddy Joshua Riley's fishing 
and frog-gigging partner. Granddaddy 
died when I was only two, and Uncle 
Wince just sort of took over where 
Granddaddy left off, as far as fishing 
and frog-gigging anyhow. Since my 
daddy was always busy on Saturdays 
running the dry goods store in our little 
town, Saturday became my regular 
day with Uncle Wince. Our territory 
was mainly the Little Chittoboga River 
where Mississippi and Louisiana were 
tangibly joined at the treetops, the 
ancient streamers of grey-green moss 
embroidering and embellishing the 
branches of the massive live oaks, 
ultimately linking them in a primordial 
tangle. 
Uncle Wince lived down by the ice-
house near the railroad tracks in a 
caboose-shaped dwelling of good 
hardwood and fake brick siding that 
looked like worn red sandpaper, 
coarse and raspy like Uncle Wince's 
distinctive gravelly voice. The little 
caboose-house, a fairly handy 
outhouse, and a makeshift but sturdy 
boat dock were off the main road on 
the banks of a narrow tributary that 
Uncle Wince had dubbed "Bayou 
Petite." 
Uncle Wince's only luxury was that 
he owned four hats of which he was 
extremely proud, one for every 
season, even though in the South it 
was often hard to distinguish between 
seasons. Each one had a sneaky habit 
of camouflaging itself against another, 
but they couldn't outsmart Uncle 
Wince. He knew which hat to wear 
and when. My favorite one was the 
winter hat, a dove grey, heavy felt 
fedora whose inside band was 
unforgettably seasoned with the  
pungent aroma of hair tonic from the 
barber shop and Uncle Wince's sweat. 
The inside of the little house was 
warm in winter and cool in summer. 
It was actually just about right most of 
the time. Uncle Wince liked having 
things in order, and in such a tiny 
house, there was certainly no room for 
clutter. His place was as neat and 
clean as my Aunt Eula's fancy two-
story house in New Orleans. Nothing 
was ever out of place at Uncle 
Wince's. Well, almost nothing... 
I was almost eleven the first time I 
ever saw them. I had stopped by 
Uncle Wince's to tell him I couldn't go 
fishing on Saturday. It was a late-
Easter year and I had outgrown my 
Sunday suit, which meant a trip to 
New Orleans with Mama. Those trips 
were tolerable as long as the weather 
was clear enough for me to watch the 
steamboats and barges maneuvering 
the Mississippi River. I had learned to 
pick out and try on a suit in record 
time anyway, leaving Mama, Aunt 
Eula, and my girl cousins to roam the 
big Maison-Blanche department store. 
At first, I wasn't sure if Uncle Wince 
was at home because the wooden 
door was closed behind the screen 
door. But when I caught a whiff of 
coffee and chicory brewing, I knew he 
wasn't far away. As I opened the 
wooden door, I gave a yell hello. 
Uncle Wince's gruff answer startled 
me. 
"Hold your horses, Boy. Wait up a 
minute!" 
But by that time, I was already 
inside. I didn't have the good sense to 
think he actually meant for me to wait, 
and I blundered in. That's when I saw 
him. Two fingers floating in a blue 
Mason jar. Uncle Wince's missing 
fingers. 
Everybody in Chittoboga County, 
Mississippi knew that he had the last 
two fingers missing from his right 
hand, but nobody had ever 
mentioned that jar. I'd always thought 
maybe he was born without those  
fingers, to sort of balance out the 
world somehow, for I had seen a 
carnival show one year that featured 
"Duck-Man," who had six fingers on 
each hand but webbed feet as well. I 
stood there petrified, trying not to 
wonder about Uncle Wince's feet, 
forgetting that I'd seen him barefoot 
dozens of times, whittling the excess 
off his thick tough toenails. As for his 
fingers, I'd always been instructed 
never to ask about a person's "unusual 
features," as Mama called them. 
Uncle Wince stood over me, an 
ominous frown on his usually benign 
face. His bushy grey eyebrows 
seemed about to tangle across the 
bridge of his long, serious nose. 
"Oughtn't to bust in thataway, Boy. 
It ain't mannerly. What's got into you 
anyhow?" 
I was still under the spell of the blue 
Mason jar on the little all-purpose table 
in Uncle Wince's kitchen-parlor room. 
I managed to stammer, "I'm awful 
sorry, Uncle Wince. I—, I, uh— ." My 
mouth was threatening to quit working 
when I discovered that my feet and 
legs already had. I wanted to back 
away from that table and couldn't. 
Uncle Wince's face softened then, 
and he said, almost sympathetically, 
"Ain't nothing to be scared of, Boy." 
Uncle Wince said, "Come on, now. 
Set yourself down over here 'n we'll 
have us a talk—just like we do when 
we're fishing underneath that old 
trestle bridge." 
I thought about the heavy timbers 
of the trestle that carried the trains 
safely across the water moccasin-
infested Chittoboga Creek, a narrow 
tributary of the river that meandered 
slightly southeast to join Bayou Petite 
in back of Uncle Wince's house. In 
addition to our Saturday outings, 
Uncle Wince sometimes took me with 
him to run trot lines along the creek, 
under the trestle. Ghostly grey moss 
and hideous brown snakes hung 
manacingly from the low overhanging 
tree branches. It was a scary place, 
18 
even in daylight. At dusk it was even 
worse, for dozens of the brazen brown 
intruders would slither up and over the 
sides of the Uncle Wince's boat. The 
trestle bridge area was just about the 
scariest place I had ever imagined. 
Until now. 
Uncle Wince, therefore, proceeded 
as he would have if we'd been on the 
boat. He always managed to force me 
into talking somehow, as he calmly 
and methodically raked the thick ugly 
snakes off the boat with an oar. My 
fear would dissipate mysteriously and 
drift into the dark, swampy groves, but 
it always knew where to find me on 
the next trip. 
Uncle Wince poured himself a cup 
of the aromatic Luzianne coffee, then 
gently but firmly guided me away from 
the eerie jar and into the smaller of 
two oak rockers. I was in such a state 
that I hadn't even been able to make 
my way to my favorite chair with its 
red and yellow calico cushions tied to 
the honey-hued frame. 
I rocked. And by some miracle, I 
breathed. I stared transfixed at the 
blue Mason jar. Uncle Wince made a 
noise deep in his throat. The ever-
present gravel and stones in his voice 
box tumbled and grated. It was always 
like that, but even more so whenever 
he was toning up for a serious talk 
about small-town politics, or secret 
fishing holes, or other important stuff. 
I came out of my blue trance long 
enough to glance at him. Suddenly he 
sort of growled and smiled all at the 
same time. 
"Well, now that you're here, Boy, 
I got something to ask you. I'd 
planned to wait `nother year or two, 
but I found out a while back—you 
know how to keep the whereabouts 
of a good fishing spot from becoming 
common barber-shop talk." 
I nodded, pleased that he trusted 
me, but my fingers had turned to 
icicles on that warm April afternoon. 
I curled them inside my overall 
pockets and secretly counted them. 
Ten. 
"You listening, Boy?" he asked. 
I looked back at the fingers in the 
jar, then at his right hand, and finally 
directly at him. "Yessir," I decided. "I 
most surely am listening." 
"Well, now, I went to work at the 
`mill that morning before daybreak, 
like any other day. Come home that 
evening 'bout sundown with two of 
my fingers in that cussed Mason jar. 
Damndest thing!" He chuckled up a 
few small stones and said, 'Course it 
weren't so funny then." The stones 
settled back down into the rockpile of 
his voice box. Then he rocked, slow 
and easy. I shifted my weight a little, 
braking my rocker, coaxing it into a 
slower rhythm to match his. 
"Why did you keep them?" I asked 
softly, not sure whether I really wanted 
to know, but glad that my voice was 
returning. 
"I reckon it's because I feel like a 
body oughtn't to be no further away 
from its sundered parts than 
necessary, and since there ain't but 
one funeral to a body, I intend them 
fingers to be in that casket." Then he 
added thoughtfully, "In my inside coat 
pocket, maybe. Someday—of course. 
Someday." 
"Someday," I echoed as a chill ran 
through me. 
Uncle Wince stopped his rocker on 
a forward tilt just a few inches from the 
table edge. He appeared to be 
comtemplating the blueness in and of 
that Mason jar. And things seemed all 
right again for a few minutes. 
The cheery yellow buttercups 
bordering the pale green linoleum rug 
seemed friendly enough. I had almost 
forgotten that it was Uncle Wince's 
springly custom to lay new linoleum 
in both rooms of the little caboose-
house. I craned my neck a little to the 
left and looked at the bedroom floor 
through the doorless opening. Red 
roses. Nice. I guessed Mrs. Wince 
would've liked that rug. 
He said, "I've kept 'em hid all those  
years in the bottom of the chifferobe. 
One reason or another, I brought 'em 
out today." 
"Umm, hmmm," I managed. 
He continued, "Seems like I'm 
more attached to 'em now that when 
I was in the flesh. I can still feel 'em, 
you know." 
I came alive again. "Honest? You 
can? Does it hurt?" I looked at him in 
amazement. His short grey hair was 
almost white. It was neatly combed, 
and he was clean-shaven as usual. He 
smelled of that nice pine and spice 
shaving soap Mama bought him every 
Christmas at Maison-Blanche. Along 
with the soap she always provided a 
free warning to watch out for the 
marrying-kind since ladies were 
known to love that particular men's 
fragrance. He'd just laugh politely and 
nod his head. He never had any 
intention of replacing Mrs. Wince, I 
was pretty sure, even though she had 
passed away. 
"Well, does it hurt?" I repeated. 
He got up and poured another cup 
of coffee before answering. "No, Boy, 
it don't hurt no more. I been rid of that 
particular pain for some time now. I 
feel 'em in a strange kinda way—like 
my old body don't want to own up to 
'em being in that Mason jar instead of 
where they ought to be." 
"Oh," I replied, as if I understood. 
"How long has it been?" 
"'Bout fourteen-fifteen years now. 
Long before you was even thought 
about, Boy." 
"Huh?" I said. 
He just grinned then, and I felt my 
face redden. Some of the heat from 
my face must have transferred down 
to my fingers. They seemed to be 
thawing out. 
"How can th—, uh, they stay in the 
water that long without shriveling up?" 
I asked cautiously, remembering my 
own skin after a few hours in 
swimming. 
"Oh, that." he said. "It ain't water. 
Doc called it fer-mal-dee-hide. 
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Something like that. Keeps things." 
"How?" I wanted to know. 
"Hmmm, ain't sure exactly, but—
you know that big buck deer head 
mounted in the hardware store o'er 
the register?" 
I nodded. "Yessir." 
"Well, inside of that deer head is 
something sorta like a mixture of 
sawdust and fer-mal-dee-hide. 
Anyhow," he added, "the doc 
thought I was a mite peculiar, wanting 
to keep them fingers, but there's 
always been them who thought it. No 
matter." 
I watched as he took his Prince 
Albert can and rolling papers from the 
right-hand bib pocket of his overalls. 
He sprinkled tobacco into the tissue-
paper trough, licked the paper to seal 
it, and rolled that cigarette faster with 
eight fingers than any man could've 
with ten. 
I commented, "But the doc let you 
have them anyway, huh?" 
"Yep," he replied, "and swore he'd 
never tell. Don't reckon he ever did. 
Died the next year." He took a long 
draw off the cigarette. I watched the 
smoke curling toward the vent-pipe of 
the woodstove. He looked at me and 
said, "So now, Boy, you 'n me are the 
only living souls that know about them 
fingers. And that's what I need to ask 
you about." 
He looked straight into my being 
then with his cool grey-green eyes. 
They were the color of the ageless 
moss reflected in the stillness of the 
river on a clear morning. I looked back 
at him, my brown eyes wide. I gulped 
loudly and swallowed what felt like 
two or three small, rough-edged 
stones. 
Uncle Wince said, "Boy, I want you 
to swear me a solemn promise. Can 
you do it?" 
"Oh, yessir," I agreed immediately. 
I crossed my heart and was hoping to 
die when Uncle Wince interrupted 
me. 
"No, Boy. This calls for a more  
serious type of swearing, menfolk's 
kind." 
He stepped into the tiny sleeping 
room where a massive oak bed 
reigned, its tall carved headboard 
almost touching the low ceiling. The 
big bed took up most of the room but 
was always neatly covered with one 
of two patchwork quilts which I felt 
sure his wife must have made for them 
years before. The late Mrs. Wince 
always smiled prettily from the oval-
framed picture above the washstand. 
She must have died young, I thought, 
long before he moved to our little 
town. It occured to me that I didn't 
know her given name. Just as I rose 
from the rocker to take a closer look, 
I heard a drawer open and close. 
Uncle Wince returned, holding an 
obviously well-read, leatherbound 
edition of the Holy Bible. Noting my 
surprise, he said with a smile, "I 
reckon I never got around to telling 
you I'm a God-fearing man. Well, 
Master Joshua Beauchamp Riley, I 
am." 
It was the first time he'd ever called 
me by my full family name, much less 
by my well-known nickname, J-Beau. 
Joshua. It didn't sound so bad after all. 
"Joshua," I said aloud, before I even 
realized it. 
He nodded and smiled again as he 
placed the Bible on the table, next to 
the blue Mason jar. "Are you ready for 
the swearing?" he asked. I said I was. 
I truly thought I was. Until—he lifted 
the jar, disturbing its strange members 
who began to dip and bob inside. 
"Don't!" I screamed. "Don't make 
them move, Uncle Wince. Please, 
don't," I groaned as I shut my eyes 
tight and gritted my teeth. 
He said soothingly, "It's gonna be 
all right, boy —uh, Joshua." I heard 
him set the jar down on the table. 
Somehow one of my eyes betrayed 
me and flew open just in time to see 
Uncle Wince's fingers pointing directly 
at me. 
I gasped noisily for air. I was  
drowning in a watery blue terror. I 
flailed about wildly, trying to keep 
from going under. Uncle Wince saved 
me from those terrifying depths, 
pulling me out with a big bear hug. 
And when he did, it shocked us both. 
I could breathe again, but I felt my thin 
body tense slightly against his soft 
paunch. He stepped back maybe half 
a step. I relaxed then, for a precious 
few moments, just long enough to lay 
my head against the bib of his overalls 
and hear the fierce beating of his God-
fearing heart. That strong, regular 
sound calmed my runaway heart into 
a slower rhythm, and my heartbeat 
synchronized with Uncle Wince's for 
a few wonderful seconds. 
We held the secret swearing 
ceremony then. I promised on the 
Bible to do my best to see that Uncle 
Wince's fingers got buried along with 
the rest of him. Afterwards, he 
allowed me half a cup of that fragrant 
brew, which I quickly discovered 
smelled better than it tasted. But I 
drank it. 
Uncle Wince's strange request 
became clearer shortly before I had to 
head for home. "Joshua," he said, 
"you and your folks are faithful 
church-goers. Do you recollect any 
preachers ever explaining the exact 
whereabouts of a body's soul?" 
I thought back to the many 
sermons, Sunday school lessons, and 
Bible school teachings I'd heard in my 
short life, but couldn't recall any such 
explanation. I said, "No sir, I don't 
believe they every did." 
"Well, then," he declared 
confidently, "who's to say a soul ain't 
everywhere within a body. All 
throughout it, so to speak. Maybe 
even —" he hesitated and looked at 
me with a sideways grin. 
"Even in the fingers!" I shouted, 
waving my ten happily in front of him. 
I never knew warm fingers could feel 
so good. 
The noise from Uncle Wince's voice 
box rumbled up and out, and he 
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laughed a thunderous rockslide that 
time. 
As we placed the Mason jar back 
into the chifforobe inside an old hat 
box, I lifted the box lid and looked at 
the fingers before returning them to 
their hiding place. I told Uncle Wince, 
"I guess those fingers are holding out 
for their share of your soul, sure 
enough." 
"I reckon they are," he agreed as 
we started out of the room. I paused 
to look at the woman's picture. He put 
a hand on my shoulder and said, 
"Maybe it's time I told you something 
about my Felicianna. You're getting 
older now." He stopped, then added 
hoarsely, "But so am I, Joshua. So 
am I." 
At supper that night, I was too busy 
pondering and wondering about 
Jeptha Winslow Williamson to be 
hungry. I wanted to be excused so I 
could go to bed early. I cleared my 
throat several times, trying to get 
Daddy's attention from behind the 
pages of the Times-Picayune. Finally, 
Mama took over and excused me 
from the table, remarking on my 
behavior. "J-Beau, what in the world's 
wrong with you tonight? Picking at 
your food and—" 
"I'm sorry, Mama," I said and 
cleared my throat again. I was almost 
sure I felt a few rocks down below my 
tonsils. 
"Are you coming down with 
something, J-Beau, or have you just 
got a frog in your throat?" Mama 
inquired. 
"Not a frog, Mama. Just, uh—' 
"Just what?" 
"Uh-just that, uh, I wanted to ask 
you all to start calling me Joshua, if 
you don't mind. I'm getting older, you 
know." 
Mama looked surprised but all she 
said was, "Isn't that something!" 
On the way down the hall, I heard 
Daddy ask, "What? What did he say?" 
Mama laughed, more at Daddy, I 
think, than at me. 
In the sweet wisteria-scented, April-
crisp darkness of my room, the mantle 
clock, one of several things 
Granddaddy Riley willed to me, ticked 
like the strong, regular beat of a God-
fearing heart. I felt my young soul 
stretch and extend itself throughout 
my growing body. The diffusion 
wasn't perfectly proportional 
though—my soul felt especially 
intense in the last two fingers of my 
right hand. I decided the best thing 
Granddaddy left me was probably 
Jeptha Winslow Williamson. 
— Jean Slattery 
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SOME THINGS A 
TELEPHONE POLE WISHED FOR 
There's barely enough room here 
for even a bird to stand. 
And these wires 
that hold us all 
together are not, as you might think, 
the ties 
of friendship. We hear voices 
all right, but of people, friends, 
we can never know 
or be. I wish 
I had the same hold 
on earth and sky a tree has, 
or a lake. A warehouse. 
How far do you think 
the voices come? From 
Atlanta? Amarillo? Broken Hill, 
Australia? What would it 
be like for some of them 
to stop at me? 
Just think of it! 
This must be what all of us 
wish for. 
—Lance Rose 
41'41.7' " 	 . 	 • 
.,'"!*";"  
— Karen Green 
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CRIME IN THE LIBRARY 
I stole a necklace 
today, a gold one lying 
like a snake 
next to a bible. 
It was in the lost 
and found section, 
so I told the librarian 
it was mine. 
Now I've got to keep it. 
Today 
it is best 
to stay away 
from garbage disposals. 
They draw me like 
the cliff's edge 
that tempts, 
"Drink from this brink! 
Come, take a deep look!" 
Raise the grainy rim 
to tip, sip wide sea 
and it takes you! 
Tumbling, air crams 
thick hands 
up your nose, 
fat feet 
into your mouth. 
That black hole gargles 
like a throat 
from the sink. 
Everything rides toward 
low gut growl 
on COLD WATER ONLY— 
potato eyes, 
celery ribs, 
bread heels, 
my aching hand. 
—Lisa Hoover 
It's not the first thing 
I've stolen— 
kisses, time, peeks 
in dark movie theaters 
where the players 
were naked. 
I've never given those 
things back. I'll never 
give this necklace back. 
Here, let's see 
how it looks 
on you. 
—John A. Stern 
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GAUGUIN 
Van Gogh never had to taste his own blood. 
He bathed in it 
The night he stumbled into a whorehouse in Arles, 
Holding a straight razor in one hand 
And his left ear in the other, 
Carried upstairs to his apartment 
Where he lay for hours on damp sheets 
Staring at the emptiness left behind 
By missing paintings and clothes, 
Whispering tiredly under his breath, 
"Gauguin, where's Gauguin?" 
In the still coolness of an evening ocean breeze, 
Away from the confines of a cramped one-room studio 
And the smoke-filled staleness of all-night cafes, 
Gauguin is walking along the beach at Atuana, 
Having abandoned his painting. 
He is careful to avoid the surf that swells 
At his feet, 
Knowing that the water somehow carries pain 
With it, the guaze that sticks to his legs 
Dragging slowly behind him 
As if to say 
"You can't really leave." 
He lights a cigarette and winces 
At the salt air brushing softly against his face 
As he watches the sun-baked fishermen 
Pull their nets from the warm tides, 
Almost praying under the weight 
Of the darkness that surrounds them, 
Reminding him of the peasants he once saw 
Covered with the earth's blackness 
In the streets of Borinage, 
Their lungs heavy with dust. 
A Dutchman had called them 
Potato eaters. 
He is thinking he should be in Brittany, 
Or with his wife and children 
Where it is not so warm, 
Perhaps at Martinique 
Swimming in the underground lakes near the cove 
Where he once surprised a young Maori 
With the speed at which an old man 
Could move through cold water. 
Or maybe resting in the Marquesas, 
The place he spend his first summer in the islands 
Lying on his back in the hot sun 
Coughing up his own blood into a rusted bedpan, 
Noticing how it was becoming hard to breath 
And harder still to paint. 
He stoops to remove the bandages from his legs 
And steps out into the ocean, 
Part of him slowly washing away 
As some of the feeling briefly returns, 
His arms hanging loosely at his sides. 
He wonders if the priest from the village 
Will come to his house tonight and try to burn 
The nude statue he has carved from driftwood 
Of the servant girl who brought him 
His breakfast the morning his legs hurt so bad 
He couldn't even stand up. 
He sees his wife sitting on the front porch 
Of their house, before Brittany, 
His children sleeping in their beds 
Unaware that he is no longer with them, 
Gone to paint sunflowers with a madman 
Near the Pont-Aven, 
And he touches his brush to the canvas 
In front of him, 
Thinking of Northern France in the winter time 
Without even realizing that there is no snow 
Around him here, only sand. 
— Boyd White 
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BEFORE SLEEP 
I've been thinking of Sara. At thirteen, 
she carries herself as if gravity's 
already claimed her posture. 
In class, one hand 
fixed on her hearing aid, she hunches 
over her pyramid of books, listening, 
trying to clear voices 
from the clutter of whispers and scraping feet. 
We're talking about the shapes of words. 
Box and bulb are fat. Lilly is skinny. 
The words take shape from their sounds 
which Sara loves to make in the isolation 
of her white page. When I wear blue, 
I think of a pool polishing a mountain stone 
smooth as a flute she croons 
in her immaculate script. 
The summer I turned fourteen, I learned to 
to curl my shoulders over the bumps 
of breasts I'd envied my younger sister for. 
At a neighbor's pool, I swam for what seemed like hours, 
buoyed and graceful in the separate time 
of a held breath. Sara, adjusting 
the tiny machine on her ear, 
knows well how rudely our bodies wake us 
from any dream of ourselves. 
— Liz Albert 
His eyes I saw clearly once, maybe. 
But his hair. His hair. The flames 
bit deep through his hair, piling up 
on each other to reach 
his forehead. 
He ran hard, mouth open, trying 
to breathe without heat. Or scream. 
Maybe he was trying to scream, his legs 
too thick to pump evenly. 
It was like a picture 
of a painting I saw where 
a giraffe is running across 
a savannah, the hair of its neck 
on fire. 
I heard someplace that giraffes 
don't have vocal cords. 
He ran and ran. I could have stopped 
him. He couldn't outrun either 
me or the fire. I could have 
thrown him down on the street and beat 
the flames out and beat 
the life out of him, putting 
my fist through him, the stubble 
and bones of his cheek 
gnawing my knuckles. 
Hair isn't supposed to catch 
like that. I yelled at him, 
Hair isn't supposed to catch 
like that. He only went 
further down the street, 
slowing a little, tripping 
over a curb, drawing crowds. 
They had said he was dumb. 
I believed it. The people 
in the street were screaming 
for him. 
— Sandra Moore 
FIRE BREATHER 
The fire was wild. 
I slid the lighter back and forth 
under the twist of the drunk's hair. 
The flame flared a little under his breath, 
like a match or a candle near 
a draft. 
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FIELDS 
They resemble cattle grazing 
In an open field, 
The way they travel 
Silently through the ocean 
In herds, gently plowing 
Through shoals of salty white foam, 
Rolling on their backs 
To swallow plankton 
Carried by the current 
Like ripening stalks of wheat 
Bending as a wind moves them 
Under their own weight. 
From his wheelchair on the cliff 
Above the bay 
Grandfather has a clear view 
Of the whales. 
His doctors say that watching them 
Is supposed to be calming, peaceful 
Even though they are not true fish. 
He often tells me he is able 
To hear them singing, 
Their voices softly drawing him 
Down to the sea. 
He says that whales are lonely 
And that's why they migrate in herds, 
The bulls protecting the cows 
And their calves. 
He thinks they seem very sad, 
Reminding him of a woman 
He once knew 
Who lost her infant son 
To the vast expanse of a Montana wheat field, 
Swallowed up by its nothingness. 
"The boy was lucky," he told me 
When I was younger. 
"He never had to grow old." 
In the evenings when he is sleeping 
I sometimes see 
His entire body jerk upright 
In his bed, and I can't keep 
From wondering if he has been 
Crawling on his hands and knees 
Through a sea of leaning wheat 
Somewhere in Montana, 
Or swimming with whales, 
Feeling his legs pushing him 
Slowly under, 
Following them as they sound, 
Listening as they sing. 
— Boyd White 
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THE BONIEST DETAILS 
Willow Minerva Munsey revered 
poverty. Not slight or slovenly poverty 
of the sort that makes a good man 
want to compromise his morals, but 
genteel poverty, like the kind 
preacher's enjoy. Willow wasn't poor, 
but she aspired to it and lived a sparing 
life. She kept a clean, dustless house, 
saved all back issues of Reader's 
Digest, and never bought brand 
names. Rummage sales suited her for 
gardening clothes and the Salvation 
Army for church dresses and 
pocketbooks. Willow found use for 
what most people threw away, such 
as toilet paper holders and can lids, 
and she never had anything dry 
cleaned. 
So when the card from her 
daughter arrived in December 
announcing the visit, Willow 
shellacked it onto a cereal box to be 
used for collecting garden mulch. She 
read it first, following under each line 
with her finger. It was from Eleanore, 
the wayward one who moved to New 
York out of spite after graduating from 
a college she had no business 
attending with a degree that made no 
sense. Now Eleanore, the 
psychotherapist, was coming home, 
bringing a guest. That's what was 
scribbled across the bottom of the 
card. "Bringing a guest," dashed in 
sloppy script, more like a warning than 
a politeness. "Where is the 'May I 
please?'" Willow thought as she 
snipped the card apart with her 
kitchen scissors, dissecting the angel 
on the front from the scribbles inside. 
"Maybe it's a man," she thought. 
"No, Eleanore would have written his 
name if it were a man. So maybe it's 
a nameless man, any man who can 
finally maker her stop her foolishness 
and settle down to a sensible life." 
Willow switched on the G.E. clock-
radio to the Christian station to hear 
the Rev. Herb Hawkins speaking his  
piece about sinning. Nothing pleased 
Willow more than reliable information 
about the Lord and how he handled 
waywardness. She turned up the 
volume loud, then slid into the chair 
by her formica table, which had been 
salvaged from a yard sale, and 
plucked up yesterday's teabag, 
hardened by time but still full of flavor. 
She dropped it into a cup of boiled 
water and stirred. 
"Maybe a man potent enough to 
give her some babies." Willow tucked 
the cut-out pink cardboard angel into 
the envelope with the New York 
postmark, then pulled it back out and 
began writing grocery items on the 
torn flap. 
"Margarine," she penned, intending 
to melt it into a chocolate butter cake 
for Eleanore. "Raisins," she wrote, 
meaning them for cinnamon rolls. 
Eleanore hated raisins in cinnamon 
rolls. "Hominy," she added. 
"Eleanore no doubt has avoided 
hominy since she left home a year 
ago," Willow thought. "Grits, canned 
beans, potato flakes, baking soda," 
she scratched. "Dentists recommend 
baking soda for the teeth, but 
Eleanore fusses about it, wanting 
fancy and expensive green gel that 
isn't necessary or good for cutting 
tartar." Willow spooned the limp bag 
out of her cup and took a long pull on 
the weak brown tea. She eased her 
bony back against the molded plastic 
chair and scrutinized the room, 
picturing where to place her newest 
arrangement—the one in Eleanore's 
rubber galosh. Willow had found the 
galosh in September buried in a closet, 
sprayed it white in October along with 
the wicker wastebasket and stuffed it 
with plastic pointsettias for Christmas. 
The galosh was Willow's most prideful 
creation. The best she had made that 
year. 
Each year produced its favorite. 
Last Christmas, Elmer's brown felt 
derby, inverted on a redwood slab and  
filled with varnished pecans, won a 
place in her heart. The year before, 
Norman's Tommy Tippee cup, 
painted gold and packed with dried 
baby's breath, had stroked her 
sentiment. Christmas couldn't get on 
for her without these creations. All 
year long, Willow choked her house 
with them, but at Christmas, she 
harvested the basement and added 
more. She draped each picture frame 
and pencil box with green satin ribbon 
and pinecones, loaded every flat 
surface, even toilet tanks and the 
bread box, with red wax candles, 
candy canes, styrofoam carolers and 
plastic holly sprigs. 
"She'll regret leaving," Willow 
thought as she sucked up more tea. 
She sipped until the cup was empty, 
then she set it and the spoon in the 
Rubbermaid dishpan and walked back 
to make up Eleanore's bed, flicking a 
Handiwipe at the family pictures 
hanging along the hallway. 
Willow owned a dozen pair of 
bedsheets, each folded into a limp 
muslin square and stacked in the 
bathroom linen closet. "Wedding 
presents and every one still as white 
as christening clothes," she thought as 
she pulled down a pair and shook out 
the soft creases, then spread them 
over the white plywood bed with the 
sagging mattress where her daughter 
spent her vulnerable years. The top 
sheet had a spray of red juice stains 
violating its cleanness. She pitched it 
in a wad against the wall, thinking to 
write "bleach and presoak" on the 
envelope. She pulled another sheet 
down and shook it out, inspecting the 
worn chlorine-scented muslin before 
flapping it out and onto the bed. She 
knew Norman was the culprit of the 
juice stains. Norman, her son, who ate 
everything in bed propped up like a 
sultan on pillows with his 31-year-old 
nose stuck in an Edgar Rice Burroughs 
novel. Willow studied on it, tucking 
the corners into crisp hospital creases. 
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She had decided long ago that 
marriage was a disaster and children 
a betrayal. She had raised two 
disastrous children. Eleanore, her 
daughter, never learned gratefulness 
and Norman, the boy, was a bum, but 
a bum who stayed home and knew his 
place. 
"Five years of science courses and 
he makes pizzas," Willow thought as 
she flapped out a quilt. Still, she had 
more patience for sons than 
daughters. 
The only stains Willow ever failed 
to subdue were Eleanore's puberty 
marks—those stubborn traces Willow 
knew to mean 'The Misery,' and the 
beginning of her daughter's secrecy 
and shame. Eleanore spotted the 
sheet and slept on it for a week before 
Willow knew. No sharing, no 
confessions and carrying on about 
boys and genitals. Just those sheets, 
dumped in a wad by the washing 
machine like every other Monday. 
Willow felt both betrayed and thankful 
that her daughter had indulged in such 
an event privately. It was something 
Willow herself never would have 
dared to do. 
But inappropriate children weren't 
Willow's real problem. Their high 
attitudes came as a bi-product of the 
real grief which was transistors. Willow 
had no argument with transistors until 
they ruined her life. But it was a 
transistor that stripped away her 
poverty and forced complication on 
her in a big way. Willow started out 
poor, had been raised poor on a corn 
farm in Moncks Corners, South 
Carolina. But she made the mistake 
of marrying Elmer Munsey, a man 
with potential. Willow picked him out 
young in life, when he still had the fear 
of the Lord in his soul and nothing in 
his pockets but dirt. She intended to 
stay planted in Moncks Corners and 
raise more kids than her Mama had, 
which meant more than nine. But 
Elmer got ambition. Somewhere, on 
somebody's front porch or in  
somebody's car seat he caught it, like 
a fever. Once he got education along 
with ambition, nothing could slow him 
down. He studied engineering at 
USC—University of South Carolina, 
married Willow, and carted her off to 
a hellishly hot place called Goodyear, 
Arizona, where nothing at all mattered 
except air conditioning and window 
shades. 
The one thing Goodyear had 
bushels of was dirt, and where there 
was dirt, there was hope. Willow 
planted Bermuda grass and rose 
bushes, honeysuckle vines, nasturtium 
beds, tomato plants, sunflowers, 
saplings, pinks, melon vines and pole 
beans. Most everything died. Even the 
hardy ones that hung on past two 
summers drank more water in a day 
than she flushed in a week, and the 
bill couldn't be justified. So Willow 
gave the yard over to ocotillo and rock 
gardens. She even wanted to pull up 
the sod and roll the yard in Astro Turf, 
but her husband wouldn't accept it. 
Willow conquered her urge to grow 
by moving her farming inside. Never 
one for potting plants, she instead 
potted weeds. Dried weeds, pods, 
pine cones, seed cases, yucca stems, 
sage brush and chaparell. She brought 
them all—the refuse of the desert—
into her home and arranged them in 
vases, tin cans, teakettles and baskets. 
A spray of silver paint and a red bow 
transformed them into Christmas 
bouquets for giving at church socials 
and to elderly shut-ins. Willow 
discovered something else about these 
arrangements which satisfied her urge 
to conserve. They were the perfect 
receptable of refuse. Slashed tiolet 
paper rolls, spread and sprayed 
yellow, became chrysanthemums. 
Bottle caps sprouted on pipe cleaner 
stems into daisies. Plastic church 
communion cups, too good to throw 
away, were dipped in glitter and glued 
to green wire for a morning glory vine. 
Of them all, Willow's greatest was 
Eleanore's galosh. As she picked up 
the wad of sheets and rolled them into 
the linen laundry bag, she thought 
about that galosh and where she 
would put it for the best effect. "Maybe 
on the floor by the umbrella stand for 
surprise. Maybe on the toilet cover, for 
frequency." Still musing on it, Willow 
pulled out her gardening gloves and 
shears from the kitchen drawer where 
they and the set of Greenstamps were 
stashed. She intended to cut mistletoe 
to hand in little clumps around the 
house and maybe give her daughter's 
beau a chance. "He'll no doubt need 
divine blessings before Eleanore will 
kiss him," Willow thought. She 
dragged the aluminum step ladder 
from the shed to lean against the 
Cottonwood tree that grew a miracle 
by sucking up water from the 
neighbor's irrigation ditch. Mistletoe, 
which grew up in the cottonwood 
branches, was a parasite and therefore 
never earned Willow's respect. "Feeds 
off everything in sight," she thought. 
"But it's alive, at least, and it just might 
be good bait." 
She pried open the ladder's arthritic 
hinges and propped the legs close 
against the cottonwood trunk. Then 
she tugged on her flowered duck 
gloves and climbed the crusty steps, 
skipping the third, which was broken. 
Her sparse body stretched upward as 
she snip, snipped with the rusted 
shears. Willow's gardening habits had 
made her the object of juvenile ridicule 
from both her children. When she got 
up on the ladder like she was, 
Norman said she looked like a bat 
monkey from the Wizard of Oz. When 
she knelt in the dirt, clawing up weeds 
from the only outdoor plot she 
allowed herself, Eleanore said she 
resembled a mole, digging for grubs. 
Willow thought about these indignities 
as she cut that mistletoe. They made 
her feel weak with martyrdom. And 
martyrdom caused her to remember 
the conversation she'd had with 
Eleanore a year ago, the night before 
Eleanore left home for good. 
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They had been sitting at the kitchen 
table, sipping bargain tea and sucking 
vanilla wafers. The plastic cuckoo 
clock in the living room chirped 
eleven, and other than the ceiling bulb 
in the kitchen, the only lights in the 
whole house were those little white 
dots, like melted jewels, dancing 
around on the artificial Douglas Fir. As 
usual, Eleanore started the trouble. 
"That mistletoe in the doorway is 
dead, Mom. You ought to throw it 
away." Eleanore had said. 
"It didn't do you much good being 
there, now did it?" Willow asked. 
"What's that supposed to mean?" 
"It means when are you going to get 
a husband?" 
"We've been through this. I'm not 
interested in getting married just yet." 
"Well, when, then?" 
"Maybe never. Marriage isn't for 
everyone." 
"It's good enough for most women. 
Young women have no business 
leaving the house until they've got a 
husband to take care of them." 
"That's a rather quaint notion." 
"You'll be back. You'll see what it's 
like, paying bills and squeezing by and 
you'll come back." 
"Since when have you had to 
squeeze by?" 
"My whole life." 
"I think that's your choice." 
"Even right now, the roof needs 
fixing." 
"The roof always needs fixing. Why 
don't you resign yourself to a leaky 
roof and stop worrying?" 
"I've got plenty to worry about." 
"You've got too much time to 
worry. Why don't you get yourself a 
job?" 
"I have a job. I take care of my 
family, however little they notice." 
"We notice. We're just doing other 
things." 
"Plenty of other things." 
"I'm doing what I like." Willow had 
pushed up from her chair then to heat  
more tea water. "We were talking 
about you and when you're going to 
get married. Working women can still 
marry, can't they?" 
"Sure, if they want to. But I think 
it's grandchildren you want more than 
a son-in-law." 
"Well, with your brother almost 32 
and no hope of even a girlfriend, and 
you taking off like a bold woman 
without a proper upbringing, it's 
looking like I'll never get any. I tell 
you, I look at what you and your 
brother have become, and I wonder 
that you're even my children." 
"We're your children all right." 
"Norm at least stays close. But not 
you. You carry on like you're wild." 
"Hardly wild." 
"Well, it's provoking." 
"How so?" 
"You're tampering." 
"With what?" 
"Customs." 
"What customs?" 
"Family customs that are fine like 
they are." 
Willow climbed down from the 
ladder, squeezing a floppy clump of 
stems in her hand. They'd spoken on 
the phone a few times since that night, 
saying nothing more about anything 
but storms and sickness and Willow's 
church matters. But in her letters, 
Willow confessed great secrets to her 
daughter. She wrote about things she 
never would talk about. Subjects that 
surprised her even as they flowed off 
her pen onto the paper in neat, 
elaborate swirls. There never before 
had been cause to write Eleanore a 
letter. She wasn't a child to go to 
camp. Camp was an expense and a 
likely way to finding sin at an early 
age. But once Eleanore's bedroom 
had been emptied and a month or two 
of healing time had passed, Willow 
found a voice on her yellow 
parchment pads. 
"My darling Eleanore," she wrote. 
"Darling" was a word no one had ever  
used in a serious way, if ever, at the 
Munsey house. But Willow wrote it 
and followed it with confessions. 
"You never knew this about me, 
but I, too, wanted independence 
once. It was before I married your 
father, when he was off studying 
figures and I got a willful urge to break 
away from tradition, like he had done, 
you see. To be worthy of him, I 
suppose. So I went to the technical 
college in Cookeville to study X-ray 
technology. It sounded so important. 
Mother talked me out of it after one 
term. I saw her wisdom. What on 
earth would Elmer do with an X-ray 
technologist?" 
Another time she wrote: "My 
dearest Eleanore, The most shocking 
situation befell the Fowlers. Their 
sone, Michael, has confessed to being 
a homosexual. California's got his soul 
and his parts. That's what becomes of 
boys who don't get serious about 
responsibility. They become dancers 
and actors and run afoul of the Lord." 
Eleanore's answers to these letters 
were not at all confessional. She 
accepted the information, even the 
use of the word 'homosexual,' which 
Willow never ever spoke, but only 
wrote, as ordinary. Eleanore didn't 
phone upon reading them to get more 
details, to exclaim in the mouthpiece 
3,000 miles away what a tragedy 
indeed. Eleanore failed her mother 
with these letters. Even though Willow 
included just the boniest details, a lure 
for immediate questions, no questions 
came. So Willow found conspirators 
at her Wednesday evening Bible 
studies. 
The group of six couples had been 
together for about two years. They 
had already reached the New 
Testament, the Book of Luke, 
because of a mutual agreement to skip 
over the seemier parts in Songs of 
Solomon. Willow baked a coconut 
custard pie for afterward, when 
everyone sat around and talked about 
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their children. Four of the other 
couples already had grandbabies. The 
Johnson's had six, three of each. And 
all the couples had children who were 
married. The Watts, who moved from 
Iowa three years ago, operated a little 
20-acre farm in Tolleson. Mostly cows 
and alfalfa, just enough to keep them 
busy. Their daughter, Florence, 
married the Fitzsimmons boy whose 
father owned an apple orchard near 
Wilcox. Florence had three children 
and a farming husband and she was 
a year younger than Eleanore. Willow 
bit hard on her fork whenever Phyllis 
Watts started in about it. 
"Oh, they don't have much, but 
they sure are happy." 
Willow much preferred talking to 
Patsy Riley, the woman with the 
tragedy. Her daughter, Genevieve, 
had been too fast and too pretty, 
sitting close to boys on piano benches 
and in parked cars. She got into 
trouble before she was even out of 
high school and ended up keeping her 
baby and shaming her poor parents. 
Willow thought, though she didn't 
say, that Genevieve's behavior had a 
lot to do with how she was raised. In 
the first place, no nice girl is going to 
make it through the troublesome years 
with a name like Genevieve. And a 
girl with that kind of bustline had no 
business wearing knit sweaters and 
going to movies unchaperoned. 
Willow never allowed Eleanore out of 
the house on a date until she was 
seventeen and even then, groups 
were preferred. Eleanore didn't care 
much for dates anyway. She always 
had her nose stuck in a book, always 
kept her straight brown hair cut short, 
like a scruffy boy's, and wore glasses 
thick enough to distort her eyes. 
These Eleanore memories plagued 
Willow's mind as she folded the ladder 
and wrestled it into the woodshed. 
She carried the mistletoe into the 
kitchen, rinsed it in her dime-store 
collander, wrapped it in paper towels 
and began snipping a roll of red satin  
ribbon into bow-length strips. Once 
she had ten lengths cut, Willow slid 
her polyester-covered fanny into the 
aqua plastic chair seat, the kind they 
have in laundromats, and tied the 
ribbon around the drippy clumps of 
mistletoe. When she had wrapped all 
ten bunches, she found her box of 
thumbtacks and walked through the 
house, dragging her simulated petit-
point footstool, hammering a bunch 
in every doorway except those leading 
into the bathroom and the bedrooms. 
She saved the biggest clump for the 
front door. "Maybe I'll wrangle myself 
a kiss," Willow thought. She stretched 
up on tiptoes over the doorway, 
pounding the thumbtack into the hard 
oak trimwood. She thought about 
kissing. No one in the whole family did 
much kissing. She seldom kissed 
Elmer. Occasionally, right before bed 
when he'd finished wrestling with his 
gazette, she sat in his lap and poked 
her nose into his cheek. That was 
about it. Norman kissed her before he 
went into the Army and again when 
he returned, but she couldn't 
remember kissing Eleanore. Not since 
Eleanore was five. They never kissed 
goodnight. Or goodbye. She 
wondered if Eleanore had ever been 
kissed with a tongue. Willow had, 
once, walking home from a barn 
dance with Hick Varney. He'd 
grabbed her on an impulse under her 
Mama's magnolia tree and stuck his 
tongue right into her mouth, just like 
a frog going after a fly, Willow had 
thought. She squirmed away and 
smacked him for his freshness. Later, 
when she started going with Elmer, 
she asked him to kiss her like that, but 
he refused. "We just aren't a kissing 
family," Willow thought, and climbed 
down off the stool. "Maybe the visitor 
will change that. Maybe this mistletoe 
won't go to waste before it dies this 
year. 
She walked to the back bedroom 
and dragged out boxes of ornaments 
and tinsel and the plastic green  
Douglas Fir that stood in the same 
corner of the family room every 
Christmas for 23 years. She pulled out 
strands of lights, the dried yucca plant 
from Sedona and a case of blown-out 
egg shells covered in strips cut from 
an old green velvet dress—Eleanore's 
green dress of consternation. 
"No child needs such a fancy dress 
for school," Willow had told Eleanore, 
who received the dress hand-me-
down from a neighbor girl when she 
was eight. "We'll save it for Sunday 
school." Eleanore had scowled and 
stamped like a willful child. She never 
liked the clothes Willow chose for her. 
Sensible seersuckers and cotton twill 
cut for modesty and with plenty of 
growing room. Eleanore fussed about 
such things at eight. At ten, she had 
been subdued and wore whatever 
Willow scrounged from neighbors and 
church bazaars. But Eleanore liked the 
green velvet. When Willow wouldn't 
let her wear it to school, not even for 
the Christmas party, she refused to 
wear it at all. So Willow cut it up into 
Christmas trim for glueing on 
eggshells. 
The eggs hung on a dried 
cottonwood limb every year next to 
the pedestal with the plaster bust of 
Christ. The rest of the house she 
strung with stale popcorn garland, 
saved in tinfoil for fives years, felt cut-
outs of snowmen and churches, and 
Santa Claus faces sculpted from paper 
plates. She propped the mantle and 
book shelf with ceramic angels and 
choir boys, hand cast and painted in 
South Carolina by her cousin Lila 
June. "This will be a real fine 
homecoming." Willow thought. "One 
to make her feel properly guilty." 
The decorating kept her whirling 
until late that night. She whirled 
through dinner, sending Elmer down 
to pick up Whoppers. She whirled 
through Perry Mason, her favorite 
television show except the Gospel 
Hour which came on every morning 
at nine. She whirled until she couldn't 
33 
whirl anymore, for three days, until 
the night before Eleanore's arrival. 
Then she slipped into the bedroom, 
clambered into a flannel gown, sunk 
to her knees, thanking God for 
breathing and humility, and crashed 
into her pillow. 
The next morning, Willow sprang 
from bed at six a.m. like a mechanical 
doll gone haywire, and dashed into 
the kitchen to bake pies. Eleanore's 
plane landed at nine. Norm was 
picking her and the guest up and 
promised to drive them straight home. 
"At least he'll see one of us in the 
family can cook," Willow thought as 
she leaned her marble rolling pin into 
a mound of crust. "Men have been 
known to marry for the mother-in-
law's cooking. I'm sure Eleanore won't 
fix him anything but yoghurt unless 
she's been reading Julia Child, but I'll 
set him straight." She rolled her crusts 
out into neat powdery rounds on 
waxed paper, then inverted a pie pan 
over each and, with a quick flip of 
wrist, pan and paper, the crust landed 
neat inside, clinging to the edges 
without a single tear. "A farm's the 
only place to learn pie-making," she 
thought, spooning syrup-coated 
apples into two of the plates and 
canned cherry filling into the other. 
Using a technique perfected by her 
Mama, Willow flipped a crust atop 
each mound of fruit, pressed the 
edges tight with fork tines and tucked 
the pies into the oven. Then she 
snapped into high speed. Willow 
grabbed up the broom and dashed it 
across the beige asbestos tile, switched 
the Christmas tree lights on, flipped 
the clock-radio to an easy-listening 
station featuring Bing Crosby, set a pot 
of coffee to perking on the old white 
porcelain stove, circled her lips with 
"Crushed Coral Creme," and untied 
her apron sash. 
Just as the last pie was pulled from 
the oven, Willow heard a clattering on 
the front doorstep, luggage banging 
against the screen, muffles of voices. 
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She ran into the hall in time to see the 
door swing open. The hallway was 
dark, poorly lit because of no windows 
and a burned-out bulb in the fixture. 
Willow saw Norm first, dragging two 
large plaid suitcases across the 
carpeting. She saw Eleanore, hair 
short and unbecoming as ever, 
wearing denim jeans and a sweatshirt 
printed with "I Love New York!" 
across the breast. "Where was the 
guest?" she wondered. Willow peered 
beyond the doorway, looking for a 
man, young, not too tall, with short, 
dark hair, smiling at her with a 
mannerful "Pleased to meet you Mrs. 
Munsey," pouring from his lips. She 
moved closer, fluffing her home 
permanent with floury fingers. 
Eleanore stepped forward, reached 
her arm around Willow's shoulders 
and kissed her cheek. 
"Hi, Mom. You remember Marty, 
don't you? I've brought her home for 
the holidays." 
Willow saw her then. Marty, 
Eleanore's roommate from college 
who instigated the move East. 
"Hello, Mrs. Munsey. It's so kind of 
you to let me visit." 
Willow nodded and mumbled for 
politeness. 
"Mom, the house looks lovely. Just 
like always," Eleanore said, smiling at 
her like a satisfied cat, Willow thought. 
"Marty, bring your things back here." 
As the two girls moved down the 
hall, Eleanore rested her hand on the 
small of Marty's back, just above the 
hips. Willow watched them ease 
away, sucked through the long, 
lightless hall toward the room they 
would share. Toward white spotless 
sheets and clean towels, toward 
clumps of hothouse prim roses, 
preserved in chlorine and draped in a 
coffee jar. Willow moved to follow, to 
offer a slice of cherry pie, a bit of talk. 
It was in her mind to do just that, and 
maybe pour some coffee as well. But 
she turned, instead, into her 
bedroom, and closed the door. 
—Paula Alford 
ON JAPANESE STAMPS 
The name Nippon, 
land of the origin 
of the sun, rising sun, 
Japan. 
Characters hang 
down like wind 
chimes, each 
connected 
with an invisible 
thread 
the way letters 
connect people, 
language 
stringing us along. 
Each Japanese symbol 
seems some segment 
of a circuit, 
some internal 
technology. 
When spoken, 
energy currents 
sting and sing 
through the lines. 
— Laurie Perry 
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OSPREY 
What the osprey knows is held 
in the spaces between the small branches 
it laces together for its nest. 
Its voice sounds clear enough 
to hold us together 
as we walk through this cypress hammock. 
We used to come here to be alone together. 
Sitting on high ground, out of the saw grass, 
our backs against a wide-trunked cypress, 
I would tell you the names 
of birds we'd see: osprey, harrier, anhinga, 
and what I knew about them, 
especially the osprey; how a pair 
uses the same nesting site year after year, 
always mating as many times as it takes 
for the female to lay three eggs; 
how the male curls his talons under 
when he holds his mate 
to keep from hurting her like the bass 
he slices from the water and carries 
as far as twelve miles back to the nest. 
Later we would walk home in the dark 
hanging on as we needled our way through thick pines, 
led together by sounds from cars on the road. 
Why did we come back here? 
It is evening now, and we walk toward home 
following shadowed fields I've never seen. 
As the sun comes down, we listen— 
somewhere south of here, an osprey calls from its nest. 
I try to hold on to that sound, 
but its voice falls into the space between us. 
—Pete Link 
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ITS OWN CHARACTER 
There was once 
A character 
That never wanted 
To follow the plot 
If the author wrote 
For it to dance 
The character would think 
Here 
I should be praying 
For my soul 
Such thoughts 
Were its only solace 
More than anything 
It desired an impulse 
Of its own 
Or even a habit 
All its own 
Like that say 
Of eating corn 
One kernel 
At a time 
Then it could be 
A character 
In its own story 
Though undoubtedly 
Not the hero 
—Lance Rose  
BLOOD ORANGE 
With savage intent I rip 
small pieces of its thick red 
orange skin from its smaller-than- 
fist-sized body. A fingernail pierces 
through to the inner flesh. The deep 
red juice confirms the name I hesitate 
to taste. Thoughts of primitive 
behavior slow my hands. I don't want to 
admit what even untamed cannibals 
recognize, that we are just another 
animal nourished with the blood 
of others, but it's too late. 
I greedily devour the raw flesh 
trying to imagine 
the taste of cherry. 
—Lisa Kinberger 
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"THE FINEST STORY 
IN THE WORLD" and 
"WIRELESS": 
Some Thoughts on 
Reincarnation from 
Rudyard Kipling 
The teachings of Pythagoras 
influenced Ovid, who wrote of the 
concept. Herodotus and Hugo, Plato 
and Flaubert, John the Baptist and 
Norman Mailer, two Jameses and 
three Huxleys have all addressed the 
notion. General George Patten was 
positive that he had been in battle with 
the Carthaginians. Given his 
background in India, it is not surprising 
that Rudyard Kipling devoted some of 
his writing to this idea—the idea of 
reincarnation. Though it is known that 
Kipling believed in psychic 
experiences—in fact, he professed to 
have been involved in several of them 
(though not too openly) —it has not 
been established that he did or did not 
believe in reincarnation. Whether 
Kipling was a believer or not a believer 
is inconsequential with regard to his 
works dealing with the subject. It is, 
however, important to note that 
Kipling gave serious consideration to 
the theory and, as is the case with any 
writer so imaginatively gifted, 
developed some definite opinions 
concerning the effects and conditions 
of such a force. In two enthralling 
short stories, "The Finest Story in the 
World" and "Wireless", Kipling's 
conception of metempsychosis and 
the resulting relations of past-life 
experiences are revealed. 
"The Finest Story in the World" 
concerns the discovery, by a writer of 
substantial ability, that a young, 
hopeful, but helplessly inept writer has 
the ability to orally relate richly 
imaginative tales which are 
inconsistent with the poor, lifeless 
quality of his writing. Through 
investigation and the nature of the  
young man's further revelations, the 
narrator ascertains that the boy is 
relating past-life experiences. 
"Wireless", like "The Finest Story in 
the World" in its first-person narrative 
style, is a spellbinding analogy 
between the efforts of a man to 
transmit a radio message near the 
beginning of the twentieth century and 
the metempsychotic experience of a 
young pharmacist's assistant. 
Kipling's first precept of 
reincarnation displayed by revelations 
is that the revealer —he who recalls 
past life in a pseudo-dream state—is 
not conscious of the fact that he has 
lived in the past. After the experience, 
the person who relates the episode 
rarely remembers anything. If he does 
remember anything, he believes that 
he has been dreaming. For this 
reason, Kipling uses the first-person 
narrative style in both stories in order 
to best express the observations of a 
witness. In "Wireless," for instance, 
although the central character 
becomes John Keats during a trance, 
he knows nothing about either Keats 
or his poetry when he emerges from 
that state. Fortunately, the observer 
recognizes the lines with which the 
man struggles as those which appear 
in "The Eve of St. Agnes". 
Also important is the inability of the 
observer to guide the reincarnated 
subject's experience. Kipling makes it 
clear that the experience cannot be 
shaped or extended in any way. 
Kipling felt that this was the nature of 
psychic experiences, as evidenced in 
particular correspondences with his 
close friend, Rider Haggard. He and 
Haggard agreed that mystic 
experieces could not be prolonged. In 
fact, it was this belief, that neither a 
person visited by mystic forces nor 
those people present are able to 
exercise any control over the forces 
which made Kipling avoid organized 
attempts to contact psychic powers 
with regard to his own experiences. 
(Wilson, 266-67) 
This conviction is manifested in 
"The Finest Story in the World" when 
the narrator seeks out a Bengali and 
asks him, "'Is there any chance of his 
being made to speak? [referring to the 
young writer.]"' The Bengali replies, 
"`...these things are not allowed, you 
know. As I said, the door is shut."' 
(Kipling, 17) The older writer, in his 
exuberance, attempts to mold the 
young man's revelations with leading 
questions, but finds that these 
interruptions terminate the trance of 
the young man. The Bengali is proved 
right. 
In addition to the idea that these 
experiences are uncontrollable, 
Kipling indicates that emotions of great 
intensity bring about the cessation of 
the revelations. "The Finest Story in 
the World" emphasises this point. The 
young writer's recollections cease 
when he falls in love with a woman. 
The young man has known one-sided 
infatuation, but only the greater 
emotion involved in a reciprocal love 
affair is sufficient to eclipse his 
memories of past lives. 
In "Wireless", the emotion is 
experienced during the revelation. Mr. 
Saynor, the man who is the 
embodiment of the soul of John 
Keats, falls out of his waking reverie 
when the desperate, passionate 
attempt to find proper words for the 
expression of his (Keats') thoughts 
causes him to spring suddenly to his 
feet, disturbing his chair which topples 
noisily behind him. The narrator turns 
to retrieve the chair and when he 
looks back to Saynor, he finds that he 
is stretching and yawning—he is no 
longer Keats. 
Although these experiences are 
fleeting and uncontrollable, and 
eventually subside, both stories imply 
that the proper circumstances may 
encourage such activity in a person 
prone to these revelations. In "The 
Finest Story in the World", the relation 
of a particular past experience is 
triggered by a bellowing cow on a 
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barge which passes before the central 
character as he stands on the London 
Bridge. Immediately he breaks into a 
story which begins, "'When they 
heard our bulls the Skroelings ran 
away."' (Kipling, 14) As the narrator 
discovers, the Skroelings were a 
mysterious band of people whom Eric 
the Red found in a land which he 
referred to as Markland. 
In the story "Wireless", a 
considerable introduction is devoted to 
setting a stage which is especially 
conducive to the "appearance" of 
John Keats. Mr. Saynor is a young, 
tuberculous pharmacist's assistant 
working on a bitterly cold night, the 
harshness of which is communicated 
through descriptive devices not unlike 
those used in "The Eve of St. Agnes". 
The bright lighting in the shop where 
the narrator finds Saynor is akin to the 
bright candles of a church. The light 
shines through a red jar, casting a red 
glow onto a young maiden depicted 
on a bottle of toilet-water. To 
complete the picture, an incense-like 
substance is burning in the shop which 
is a few blocks from the Cathedral of 
St. Agnes. Similarly, the young 
nephew of the shop owner is adjusting 
instruments and setting up equipment 
in the back room, in order to facilitate 
the reception of a radio signal 
transmitted from Poole. The story is 
greatly enhanced by the use of this 
parallel event in the back room of the 
pharmacist's shop, as the nephew and 
Mr. Saynor are both prepared to 
receive messages. 
These appropriate conditions arise 
by chance (with the exception of the 
radio setting) in both stories. At least 
there is no conscious human effort to 
effect the proper atmosphere. Besides 
the fact that these experiences cannot 
be prolonged or in any way 
controlled, and the idea that 
passionate emotions can terminate the 
occurence of the revelations, another 
problem arises from the continuous 
metempsychotic process which  
infuriates the respective narrators. The 
sundry past lives tend to become 
intertwined in the revealer's tales'. In 
"The Finest Story in the World" the 
narrator discovers that two separate 
adventures—one on a Greek slave 
galley and the other on a Viking 
ship—are mingled, when a character 
fitting the description of Eric the Red 
from a previously related story shows 
up in the lowest level of a Greek slave 
ship in another tale. 
In "Wireless"., Saynor seems 
satisfied with several substandard lines 
which do not appear in the final draft 
of "The Eve of St. Agnes". While this 
error is not quite the same as the 
confusion of several past lives, the 
same imperfection of re-creation 
results. Again, in "Wireless" the 
parallel with the radio transmission is 
drawn. When the young nephew of 
the store owner intercepts a muddled 
transmission between two parties who 
seem to be unable to decipher each 
other's messages, he points out to the 
narrator that "'their transmitters are all 
right, but their receivers are out of 
order, so they only get a dot here and 
a dash there."'4 This is the problem 
for Kipling; all of the experiences are 
within every man, given the existence 
of reincarnation, but all one is allowed 
is a tantalising glimpse of those 
secrets—just enough to encourage 
questions, but not enough to supply 
the answers. 
Thus, in these two stories which are 
in many ways quite different, Kipling 
reveals thoughts on the subject of 
reincarnation which are very similar. 
Enumerated once more, Kipling's 
ideas on metempsychosis are these: 
The one who recalls past life is 
ignorant of the recollection; the 
witness of the experiences may be 
terminated suddenly and permanently 
at any time; and, though certain 
circumstances may be conducive to 
the revelations, these circumstances 
are merely the product of chance. 
These four ideas characterize the  
quantity and frequency of past-life 
recollections as fickle. The final idea, 
that past-life experiences are often 
intermingled, or muddled, in 
revelation, implies that the quality of 
the revelations is unreliable. 
Therefore, it seems that if Kipling does 
believe in reincarnation, he also feels 
that the knowledge which it provides 
is unimportant—it can never tell of the 
future or one's fate, and the few, 
unpredictable reflections of the past 
which surface are not to be trusted for 
their accuracy. 
— Bob Pike 
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HONORABLE MENTION 
THE FIELD 
"How long has he been like this?" 
Nathan rocked his chair forward onto 
all four legs away from the porch rail 
he had been leaning back against and 
watched his uncle duck behind a tree 
out by the barn. 
"Ever since you left. He picked up 
one night last year and just left. It took 
me three months to find him." 
"I'm sorry, Momma. I should have 
been here to help instead of in Alaska. 
I would have come back if you'd told 
me." 
"None of it's your fault." Geneva 
frowned and gathered a dropped 
stitch. 
"You should have told me." 
"You had other things to do." 
Nathan rubbed his hands on his 
knees, wincing as the sunburned skin 
of his back pulled away from the chair 
slats. He understood that somehow it 
was his fault he wasn't at home when 
he needed to be and that his mother 
would hold it against him. The wind 
picked up the smell of cut wood and 
sawdust from where the Andersons 
were clearing off a few acres. They 
didn't dare burn the woods down, not 
during the dry season. The whine of 
a chainsaw lowered an octave, then 
quit. 
"Do you see Ed anywhere?" 
Geneva paused her needlework and 
looked toward the barn. 
"I'll get him." 
"Supper'll be ready when you get 
back. And he has his shotgun," she 
said as Nathan let himself out the 
screen door. 
"Is it loaded?" 
"No, I hid all the shells last year, but 
it still swings fine." 
He jogged to the barn, the grass stiff 
and sharp on his bare feet. Ahead of 
him, the red patch of his uncle's shirt 
flickered through the trees and slipped 
behind the barn. The barn had rotted 
down into crabgrass and dandelions.  
Most of the roof had fallen in on the 
loft. Nathan was reminded of the 
summer he and Jake Anderson had 
tied a rope to the main beam in the 
loft and swung from one pile of hay 
to another. Sometimes they would 
swing together, piggyback, the one 
behind clamping his arms tight around 
the other's chest against the 
momentum, then both letting go, in 
the air for a few seconds when it 
seemed they could hang there for 
hours, then sprawling in the loose 
hay. 
I ought to get a horse, he thought 
as he rounded the corner of the barn. 
Ed was crouched by the pond, 
watching fish or his reflection. The 
pond sprung from underground and 
was as deep as the well. Even now 
there was enough water to dive into. 
To Nathan's right was acres of corn all 
the way up to the Anderson's line. 
The corn patch was too thick with 
browning stalks and leaves to see 
three rows over. No wonder she 
makes him wear those bright shirts, he 
thought. He checked his uncle again. 
The man was still squatting by the 
water, carefully patting the dirt and 
grass at his feet. 
Nathan wandered into the barn. 
The dirt in the corridor was loose, soft 
and cool. Through the cracks between 
boards he cold see the stalls where Ed 
used to keep his horses. Someone, 
the Anderson's probably, had put a 
broken down refrigerator in one of 
them. He unlatched the tack room 
door. Everything in it—saddles, 
harnesses, bridles—was dusty and 
cracked with age. The steps up to the 
loft were missing, probably torn out to 
keep kids from getting up there and 
getting hurt. He shut the door. It 
would be dark soon and he needed 
to get his uncle to the house. 
"Ed, you ready to eat?" he called 
as he left the shadow of the barn. 
The man's head jerked up at his 
name and he stared at Nathan 
crossing the grass toward him. He  
wiped his hands on the seat of his 
pants and stood. "I reckon I'm always 
ready to eat. Is Geneva at the house?" 
"She's cooking up a storm." 
"Well, then, I can tell you." Ed 
looked toward the house and stepped 
close to Nathan. "I don't like the way 
they've been doing around here." 
"Who do you mean? The 
neighbors?" 
"No, not them. I mean the ones 
running this place. They won't let me 
leave. I got out once, lit out down 
south, but they caught me and 
brought me back. Since then, things 
have been worse. Maybe me and you 
could try to get out tonight after 
supper." 
Nathan nodded, not smiling. 
"Maybe we could." Dear Lord, how 
did Momma handle it these past three 
years? "We'll keep our peace until the 
right time," he said and Ed agreed. 
They walked to the house, scaring 
up grasshoppers as they went. Ed 
relaxed and he talked about fixing the 
place up, stocking the pond with 
catfish, and trimming some of the 
trees. He fell asleep in his chair at the 
supper table. Geneva changed him 
into his nightshirt, put him to bed and 
then went to bed herself. Nathan lay 
awake on the sofa, trying to remember 
his mother as she had looked before. 
His memories of her didn't come as 
easily as the ones like the barn swing. 
He was nearly asleep when he felt 
someone shaking him gently. 
"Come on boy. It's time to go," Ed 
whispered urgently. 
Nathan rubbed his eyes. "Hand me 
my pants. Can't go out in my shorts. 
Go over there to the TV. I think I left 
my car keys on it next to the fan." 
They left the house quietly. Nathan 
put the vega in gear and they let it roll 
down the gravel driveway and onto 
the road before starting it up. Ed 
watched the house until it was out of 
sight behind the dark trees and 
distance. 
"Where to, Ed?" 
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"Home." 
"Do you know the way or should 
I play it by ear?" 
Ed stared hard at the green lights of 
the dashboard. "Well, they done got 
me so confused I don't rightly know 
how to get there." 
"I guess we can just go on till we see 
something familiar." 
"Sounds good," Ed said and sat 
back contentedly, watching the two-
lane highway. The vega's right 
headlight shone high and off the road, 
picking out tall trees and the tops of 
corn stalks lining the road. 
Occasionally Ed would say, 
"Opposum," but Nathan could never 
look quick enough to see. 
They drove until dawn. Nathan had 
changed highways several times 
during the night and now, as they 
passed fields of horses and potatoes, 
the sun just rising above the eastern 
trees, he woke Ed from his doze. 
"This looks familiar," he said. Ed sat 
up straight. 
"By golly, it is. It's Route 1. I know 
where we are. See that house up 
ahead? That's home. Do you see?" he 
said, pouding the seat with his fist. 
"Careful, Ed. This old car'll fall apart 
if you keep that up." 
He pulled the car into the drive and 
up to the house. Ed jumped out 
before the car had stopped and ran to 
the barn out back, hugging the maples 
and the chesnut tree in the side yard. 
He came pelting back to Nathan and 
they went inside the house together. 
"You go on to bed now, Ed. I 
reckon I can keep an eye on things for 
a while." Nathan set his keys on the 
TV. 
"It'll be good to sleep in my own 
house. I just might sleep all day." 
"Don't you go doing that. We'll 
have chores tomorrow. You have to 
get this place in shape." 
"Just what are you planning to do?" 
Geneva said from the living room 
doorway, her voice sharp. 
Ed turned to face her, his childish,  
happy smile fading, and he backed 
toward Nathan. 
"Momma, me and Ed are going to 
do some work around here. You've 
always fussed about the porch 
needing painted and we might do that 
as soon as we've slept a little." 
"You'll do no such thing. I don't 
want Ed fired up again. The last time 
he wanted to work on the house he 
got himself all confused and ran off. 
Where have you been all these hours? 
I've been up worrying all night." She 
wrapped her housecoat around her 
waist and sat down on the sofa. 
Nathan smiled at his uncle and 
patted his shoulder. "Go on to bed. 
You need your rest." 
"I thought we was home but it's 
another trick. This ain't my house. I 
run away and every time I go home 
she's there." He bowed his head. 
"What do you mean running off 
again?" Geneva snapped. "That's 
enough of that. I bet Nathan had to 
go fetch you back. It's bad enough you 
have to run my legs off but now you're 
running off his." 
"No, Momma. I was taking him 
home." He squeezed Ed's hand. "Go 
on to your room now." 
Ed slipped through the doorway 
and disappeared in the semidarkness 
of the hall. Nathan watched after him. 
"You shouldn't talk to him that way, 
Momma. He's sick. He doesn't 
understand when you talk mean to 
him." 
"Talk mean to him? He wanders off 
all the time and then I have to go get 
him and you think I shouldn't talk 
mean to him? He's got to learn he 
can't just go off like that. He might 
straighten out if you wouldn't coddle 
him so. He needs to learn discipline." 
"He's a child, Momma." 
"Ever since you've been gone all he 
talks about is his nephew all grown up 
and him wishing you were here." 
"That's not Ed talking. That's you. 
And you know that job paid too much 
money for me to turn down. What I  
sent back here was enough to keep 
you in seed this year." 
"Seed and nothing else." 
Nathan took a deep breath. The air 
hissed through his teeth when he let 
it out. "And I suppose it's my fault last 
year didn't make a good crop. Is it my 
fault that Ed's the way he is, too?" 
"I can't help where your burdens 
lie." 
"I don't have but one burden, 
Momma, and that's you. I'm not Ed's 
problem. You are. Can't you see that? 
He wants to leave you. What is it you 
want that he can't give you? His 
sanity? Maybe he gave you that a long 
time ago and has nothing else left. I 
have nothing left. You wonder why I 
can't please you and that's because I 
don't know what you want." 
Geneva's mouth hardened. The 
skin around her eyes grew red and she 
pulled a kleenex from her pocket to 
blow her nose. 
"You've never forgiven me for 
anything, have you?" Nathan said, 
refusing to give in to her. "Something 
is always my fault. I've done the best 
I can. Maybe Ed is my fault. Can you 
take three more years of this. Ten, 
twenty? I don't know but I won't be 
here to take any more of the blame. 
You're the one. You're the one 
making him sick." 
He gathered up the little pile of his 
clothes on the floor and walked to the 
door. "I'm going. I don't know if I'll 
ever be back." He paused and looked 
back at her. "That's the best I can do." 
He was out the door when the 
shotgun blast echoed off the house. 
Geneva ran out after him. 
"It came from the barn," she said. 
Nathan ran for the barn, slipping in 
the dew when he reached the pond. 
Ed sat by the water in his nightshirt, 
holding the gun in his lap. The 
cornfield was on fire. 
"Where did he get the shells? You 
got to stop him before he tries to kill 
himself!" Geneva said as she caught 
up to hom. 
Ed jumped to his feet, jerked the 
shotgun to his shoulder and fired into 
the water. "You're not my pond!" he 
shouted and aimed for the trees. 
"You're not my trees!" 
Nathan watched him. Geneva 
grabbed his arm, shaking him. "Why 
do you think we tore the steps out of 
the barn? He found that old rope up 
there and would have hung himself 
but Jake caught him before he got it 
tied good." 
The fire raced through the corn, 
dying almost before it flamed, pausing 
on the greener stalks, and going on. 
It spread onto the dry grass and 
lapped at the barn. The heat stung 
Nathan's sunburn and made his back 
itch. 
"Nathan, the gun!" Geneva 
screamed. 
Ed was raising it again, this time 
toward his sister, and Nathan grabbed 
it, wrenched it from his uncle's hands 
and threw it into the pond. He slapped 
the man, hard, and shoved him to the 
ground. 
"What are you doing?" he shouted. 
He dropped to his knees and slapped 
him again. "She's not the one who 
wants to leave. She's not the one 
who's sick!" 
Geneva ran to him, straining to see 
Ed in the reflected flames. She tugged 
at Nathan's arm. "Get him! He'll 
drown!" 
"If you don't save him I'll never 
forgive you." 
Nathan stared at her, his face 
unreadable in the glare of fire. He 
turned then and leaped into the water, 
swimming for the place his uncle went 
down. He reached the bottom, felt 
Ed's shirt and grabbed it, hauled him 
toward the surface. He dragged him 
out of the water, panting. His uncle 
lay still in the grass. The flames of the 
barn warmed Ed's face and Nathan 
flipped him onto his stomach, working 
his arms until he coughed up the water 
in his lungs. Ed struggled for his breath 
against the water and the smoke and  
blinked confusedly when Geneva 
went to her knees beside him, wiping 
his face with her housecoat. Ed tore 
himself away from her. Nathan barely 
caught him, both arms around his 
uncle's chest, forehead to his back, 
straining to keep his grip as Ed lunged 
for the pond, grasping and clawing at 
the water. 
— Sandra Moore 
NIGHT GUARD IN THE INSTITUTE 
OF ARCHAEOLOGICAL RESEARCH 
At midnight, the guard's steps 
are conspicuous in the halls. 
He flicks his flashlight through each room. 
glimpses stainless steel, glass, 
equipment for experiments he's always thought 
were secrets the scientists 
whisper to each other like prayers. 
The paleontologist has worked all night 
every night this week. When the guard 
pauses at her doorway, she calls him in, 
shows him the impression of a dinosaur 
no larger than his hand. She shows him 
in a certain angle of light 
the traces of feathers so delicate 
no one was them for fifty years. 
"Archaeopteryx" the paleontologist says 
writing absentmindedly in the margin of her notes. 
"It's what's become of dinosaurs. It's what 
became our birds." The guard nods. 
The paleontologist returns to her work. 
The guard, to his rounds. He remembers 
the old newsreel he watched on T.V. 
one Sunday afternoon. They looked like ants, 
those first archaeologists, scurrying 
over littered piles of earth. 
"Archaeopteryx," the guard whispers, in the empty halls. 
— Liz Albert 
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